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Geddy is perched - perched! - on the arm of the couch, one foot up and one stretched out to the coffee 
table, inspecting his cuticles or something, glasses mere millimeters from falling off his nose. He hasn't been 
wearing those glasses in the studio all week and Alex has almost gotten used to the way Geddy's face looks 
without them, to the point where now they seem to be swallowing him up. Lingering in the doorway, as if he 
needs permission to enter, Alex watches Geddy push his toes into the coffee table and waits for his presence 


to be noticed. 


"| need a drink," Geddy says by way of greeting. Rude. He peers over at Alex the top of his glasses and waggles 


one of his eyebrows. 


"Okay," Alex says, and turns around to go back to the kitchen He'd just come from the kitchen after finishing 
off the bong, and if he'd known Geddy was thirsty, he would have brought him something to be nice. Now he's 
just running around grabbing things after being ordered to. It feels like the wrong kind of vibe to get the night 
started. 


The fridge contains a rack of Molson and a single lonely Labatt, along with a jar of pickles and, inexplicably, an 
unopened bag of milk Alex contemplates the choices, trying to decide what would be funniest and what Geddy 
would actually appreciate. The milk would be funniest, of course, but it also has the capacity to go the most 
horribly wrong. He can picture in his mind the bag tumbling off the coffee table and some wayward shoed foot 


stepping down at just the wrong moment, an arc of milk splattering up into the air and across the room. No, 


the milk will stay here. He grabs a Molson and the Labatt - good to have choices, he thinks - and the jar of 
pickles. For fun. He heads back to the lounge. 


"So we're stuck here, then?" asks Geddy as Alex comes back through the doorway. By the time they'd finished 
the riff they'd spent all afternoon working on and made it out to the dock, all the canoes (and everyone else 


besides) were gone. 


"Neil's asleep and Terry's not good to drive, and nobody else is willing to paddle across in the dark," Alex says, 
handing Geddy the jar of pickles. "So, yes. Unless you want to try walking." 


"A whole mile? l'm good." Geddy turns the pickle jar over, reading the label. "And I'm guessing you didn't find 
the key to the bedroom" 


"Nope," Alex says. He had tried the bedroom door earlier and it was locked, of course. He cracks open the 
beers and drops himself onto the couch, ignoring the ominous creaking from under the springs. "Do you want 


the couch or the chair?" 


Geddy opens the pickle jar and sniffs appraisingly. "Maybe I'll just sleep on the coffee table. Or in the sound 
booth. Give me one of those." 


Alex takes a drink from both beers at the same time, managing not to spill either. "Which one do you want?" 


Geddy reaches over and snatches the Molson "You're nasty," he says. "I can't believe nobody noticed they 


were leaving without us." 


"Maybe it was sabotage. Maybe they thought we were being too annoying today," Alex suggests, sulking over 
the lost bottle. 


"Us? Annoying? Never," Geddy says. "In fact that's the single most offensive thing I've ever heard." 


| bet | could think of something worse." Alex knocks his shoes off and flops over onto his side. "| can stretch 


out on the couch and you can sleep on my legs." 


Geddy raises an eyebrow and does that thing with his nose, his glasses working their way back up over it. 


"Your legs? Wow, Lerxst. That's too kind. Really.’ 


"Hey, you can't say | didn't give you the option. There's thousands of people out there who would give anything 
to sleep on my legs for a night.” 


Geddy grabs the TV remote and turns the thing on. He flips through the channels and lands on a special of the 
fifty best plays in Expos history. "Move over," he says, slapping the bottom of Alex's feet, and Alex obliges. 
Geddy rolls off the couch arm and stretches himself out, yawning, rocking this way and that until he's 


practically burrowed into the couch. The TV is loud but Alex only hears the noises Geddy's making. Once he's 
done making himself comfortable Alex lifts his feet and drops them into Geddy’s lap. 


There are only so many ways the Expos can win a game, Alex thinks. A double play, a triple play, a walk-off. 
This walk-off's a home run. That walk-off's a double but the bases were loaded. Geddy's eyes are closed and 
he's playing air bass. Alex picks up the remote and changes the channel. The local network is running Motown 
music videos. Geddy's air bass pauses for a minute, and then he starts miming the bass parts along with 
Smokey Robinson's band. 


Honestly, Alex isn't too bothered by the lack of a bed They've slept in worse places, tighter quarters. He 
knows he'll end up spooning Geddy on the couch, falling off in the middle of the night, finishing up his sleep in 
the armchair. He just wishes he had a change of clothes for the morning. He looks across the couch at Geddy 
rocking out, the air bass growing ever more complicated as the chorus swells, adding fills, taking a ridiculous 


solo, and he feels a deep sense of gratitude that at least he didn't end up left here alone. 


Geddy starts singing along, and Alex sits up and spins around so he can lay back down with his head in Geddy's 
lap instead of his feet. "You're getting crushed by my bass," Geddy says, and tickles Alex's nose; Alex sticks his 
tongue out and licks one of Geddy's fingers. Geddy sticks the wet finger up Alex's nostril. Alex reaches up and 
grabs a fist full of Geddy's hair, twirling it around, and Geddy yelps as he goes back to miming the bass. 


Casually, slowly, making sure Geddy's eyes are still fixed on the TV, Alex reaches his other hand into his own 


Jeans. 


They're tight enough that he can't really get a full grasp on himself but that simply adds to the appeal. As 

quietly as he can he starts working himself into a rhythm, idly twirling Geddy's hair as he does it, letting his 
back arch ever so slightly. He's biting his tongue to keep from letting anything out. He's not usually this quiet 
when he gets himself off but he's trying something new tonight. Being clandestine. Not letting it get weird too 


early. 


He's been carrying on like this for a several minutes, at least-the Temptations have come and gone and 
someone he doesn't recognize is on, now-when Geddy grabs his wrist, hard. Alex drops the strands of hair he's 


holding and looks up. Geddy's staring right at him, a smirk making its way across his face. 


"Lerxst," Geddy murmurs, and it takes every bit of willpower Alex has not to come immediately. 


The bedroom door isn't actually locked. Geddy had watched Alex pull on the doorknob over and over earlier 
that evening and not said anything, just waited for him to realize that the hinges opened the other way. Of 
course he didn't, and then Geddy'd sent him into the kitchen to call for help or find a key-as a joke, of course! 
-, and Alex had come up empty on both counts but returned a little more stoned than he had been before. 
And now it's been an hour and Geddy knows he could open his mouth and say so at any point, but its fun 
watching Alex squirm a bit. He's been at Geddy's beck and call all evening, for some reason. And it's nice being 


packed in so tightly on the single couch with Alex running his fingers through his hair. Just like old times. Old 
times like-well, last week, but it feels like forever ago. They've been so busy writing and tracking they haven't 
had time to be silly with each other. 

The bass line on this song is getting repetitive so he drops the act and looks down at Alex's face. Alex is 


staring intently at something. Geddy follows Alex's gaze and-oh. Speaking of watching Alex squirm a bit. 


Alex doesn't even realize Geddy's watching, just keeps moving with the one hand while his other hand is 
grasping fistfuls of Geddy's hair. Now that's interesting, Geddy thinks. His own jeans button is covered by 
Alex's head, and he doesn't think he can slide his hand in there without Alex noticing, so he just watches for a 
minute. He can't stand it for too long, though, so he reaches up and grabs Alex's wrist. 

Alex looks up at him, his face flushed and his eyes wide. 

'Lerxst," Geddy says. 

"Mmm," Alex says. 


"You've forgotten something, here," Geddy says. 


"Come on, I'm so close," Alex whines. He tries valiantly to pull his wrist out of Geddy's grasp. "I'll get you when 


I'm done." 
"No no no," Geddy says. "We go together. You know | like it best when we go together." 
"Blue balls, Dirk," Alex says. "lm literally so close. Just give me a few minutes." 


Geddy doesn't give him his wrist back. "Please, Lerxst," he says, and lucky for him Alex can't resist when he 
says please. 


"Fine," Alex says, and he rolls over and pushes himself up onto his forearms. "What do you want?" 

The second Alex's head leaves his lap Geddy yanks his jeans off, freeing himself. “Suck it?" 

"OF course," Alex says. "Can't reach your hair from here, though: 

Now Geddy's faced with a conundrum: he could suffer through a blowie without getting his hair pulled, or he 
could fess up about the bedroom door being unlocked and ruin his little joke. He bites his lip, truly at an 


impasse. 


‘I'm waiting," Alex says. 


"Hold on," Geddy says, and he rolls onto his side, squishing in between Alex and the couch cushions. "What if we 


"Oh," Alex says. There's barely enough room on the couch for this. "Sixty nine, eh?" 
"Don't fall off," Geddy says. "And pull your pants down" 


"You do it, you're already down there," Alex says. He's busy with Geddy's briefs anyway. Geddy takes the hint 


and works Alex's jeans down to his knees. 


This is a move they haven't done in years, not since the desperate days when they were all sharing a hotel 
room and they could get surprised by someone at any moment. Now that they've moved up in the world they 
get to have nice, relaxing, comfortable sex on full-sized beds. Except when they get trapped in the studio 


overnight, of course. 


Geddy gets Alex in his mouth and starts working. "Hair," he mumbles around Alex's cock, unsure if Alex has 
forgotten or if he's holding back for some reason. Alex is taking his time, so Geddy gives his ass a little slap. 
"Hair" he insists. 


Alex moans and reaches down, grabbing a lock of Geddy's hair again and giving it a yank Geddy's glad they're 
doing this here rather than up at the cabin, so he can get as loud as he wants to when Alex pulls. Alex's other 
hand is fumbling around behind Geddy's balls, squeezing his asscheek and getting right up to his hole. 


Geddy bucks his hips a little, pushing himself deeper into Alex's mouth. Then he gets his tongue up and starts 
doing that little swirly thing that Alex likes. This is fun, he thinks. They should do this more often 


Alex is starting to moan again and Geddy can feel a slight change of pace. Damn, he really was close. 
Everything is hot and sticky in Geddy's face and all of a sudden his mouth is filling up with cum. He chokes 


briefly and then swallows it down, wincing at how it's going to affect his voice in the morning. 


On the other side of the couch, Alex pulls his mouth off Geddy's cock just long enough to get a finger wet, and 
then gets right back to business. Geddy lets himself be flipped onto his back, and Alex straddles him, cock in 
mouth, one hand snaking up behind Geddy's ass to get his finger in there, the other hand still wrapped up in 
Geddy's hair. 


"Pull it," Geddy moans, and Alex complies. Geddy's arms swing out wildly, trying to find purchase on something 
as he gets to the edge, and he knocks everything off the coffee table before he manages to grab onto the lip 
of it. "im coming," he yelps, and he does, his whole body spasming before Alex opens his mouth. 


The mess is everywhere. 


Alex swallows and wipes his mouth; then he drops on top of Geddy with a sigh. 


Geddy doesn't mind the fact that he's got Alex's crotch in his face, but- "You're getting cum on my glasses," 
he whispers, and Alex moves his hips so Geddy can free himself. 


"Glad | didn't bring the bag of milk out here," Alex says. 
"Why are you always thinking about milk," Geddy asks fondly. "Think about me instead." 


‘lm never thinking about milk. 'm always thinking about you, idiot," Alex says. He combs his fingers through 
what he can reach of Geddy's hair. 


"God, this place is a mess," Geddy says, looking over the curve of Alex's hip to the rest of the room. Beer is 
spilling out of an upturned can, mixing in with the overturned ashtray. There's probably cum on the couch, 
too. 

"Give me five and I'll pick it up," Alex says with a yawn. 

"We could move to the bedroom,’ Geddy says, forgetting that he's been keeping that a secret. 

Alex rolls off the couch and glares at him. "I thought it was locked," he says. 


‘Oh, right, my mistake," Geddy says. "You'll have to spoon me here." 


Alex shakes his head and smiles. "Yeah, whatever," he says, and he heads to the bathroom to clean himself off. 


